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One 


Author's Notes: 
Pure, fun, fluffy PWP. 


"Hey, Dave," He tapped out on his phone. "Just moved up to Studio City, not far from you. Need someone to 
clean up the pool. Know anybody?" 


A few minutes later, he received a reply. "Hey, Jer! Nice! Can't wait to come over and see the place. Give this 


kid a call. He'll hook you up. Nate. 555-II70." 
“Thanks. I'll give you a call once I'm settled" 
"Sounds good. Let me know how you liked Nate." 


Jerry scowled at his phone. Liked the pool guy? As long as the pool's clean, what does it matter,’ Jerry thought. 
With a shrug, he dialed the number. 


After four rings, someone answered, "Hello." 
"Hey, is this Nate?" 
"You got him." 


"Um, you were recommended to me by a friend. | just bought a house in Studio City and | need some work 


done on the pool’ 

"Oh, cool. Who's the friend?" 

"Dave. Uh, Dave Grohl?" 

"Nice! Okay, what's your name?" 

‘Jerry’ 

"You got a last name, Jerry?" 

"Cantrell" 

‘Cool! | had a feeling that was you. So when can | come up and check you out? The pool, | mean" 
With a little smirk, Jerry sat down on his couch and leaned back. "When can you come and check me out, huh?" 
"| meant the pool," Nate replied with a little giggle. 

"Sure, sure. You busy tomorrow?" 

"| have another appointment in the morning, | can swing by after lunch" 

"Sounds good, Nate.” 

"What's the address?" 

"Hts [1700 Valleycrest Road” 

"Perfect. | cant wait” 

"See you tomorrow" Jerry smirked and shook his head as he put the phone down 


It was well after lunch time when Nate's ratty old Ford pickup truck chugged up to the gate. Jerry was 
outside already, applying a fresh coat of wax to one of his babies, a ‘bb Corvette convertible. He had his hair 


pulled back into a low ponytail and had taken off his sweat-soaked t-shirt, working in only a pair of cargo 
shorts and flip-flops. To open the gate, he hit the button on the remote opener clipped to the Corvette's sun 
visor. He wiped his hands on an old towel as, from behind a pair of dark brown-tinted sunglasses, he watched 


the truck slowly climb the incline and come to a stop beside him. 

Nate couldn't have been more than twenty-one years old by the look of him. He was thin with long, tannish 
arms that were dotted with freckles and soft sun-bleached hair. He had strawberry blonde hair that peeked 
out in uneven wisps from underneath a backward, beat up, trucker hat. Nate smiled from behind his 
Wayfarers, wrinkling his nose and the spray of freckles that stretched over it from one cheek to the other. 
He waved and called out, "Hey!" As he turned the engine off, Nate cringed. A moment later, the truck backfired 
and made Jerry jump. 

"Jesus fucking ." 

"Sorry! Sorry about that. | thought maybe she wouldn't do it this time." He unbuckled his seat belt and swung 
open the squeaky, rusty door. Nate slid out of the truck and looked beyond Jerry, at the Corvette. "Wow, 
that's a beauty." He shifted his gaze to Jerry and gave him a long, appraising look. "Hot today, huh?" 

‘Its hot every day here," Jerry replied, giving Nate the same long glance. He had to hide his grin as he took in 
the kid's cut-off, holey t-shirt and his shorts and flip-flops. The shorts were what made Jerry grin. They 
appeared to be an old pair of camo pants that Nate had cut off into shorts. 

"Yeah, isn't it great? Hey, what's her name?" 

Jerry knotted his brow. "Her? Name?" 

"Yeah," Nate pointed at the car. "Don't tell me you haven't given her a name." 


‘Oh | guess | won't tell you that." He blurted out the first thing that came to him. "Nancy." 


"Nancy!" Nate laughed. "No! Nancy?" He shook his head and then turned to reach over the side of the truck's 
bed. 


"What's your truck's name?" 
"Large Marge." 
It was Jerry's turn To laugh. "Seriously?" 


The kid gathered some coiled up hose, a couple filters, his vacuum head, and a skimmer and then turned 


around with all of it in his arms. "Yep. She's big and mean and loud, and she smells bad" 


Jerry reached to take the skimmer and a filter from him. "Fair enough. Come on, pool's out back." 


As he walked, Jerry could feel his shorts sinking lower on his hips. He glanced over his shoulder to find Nate 
seemingly fixated on his ass. Turning back, Jerry smirked and maybe perhaps swung his hips slightly more than 
usual. A bead of sweat slipped down his spine, directly into the small of his back, sitting on the swell right 
above the tiny cleft of his ass crack showing over his low-slung shorts. 

Nate swallowed tightly and let out a little breath in a short, quiet huff. 

"Dave said you've been doing him for a while," Jerry said as he punched in a code on the gate. 

"Uh..." the kid stammered and the items in his arms shifted. Nate scrambled to keep from dropping any. 

With a wicked grin, Jerry added, "| mean his pool, of course." 


"Right. Yeah. Of course. Um, maybe, maybe a year now?" 


With a nod, Jerry ushered Nate through the gate and closed it. "Well, here it is. 'm afraid the realtor stopped 


having it serviced when we went under contract. It's a bit of a mess." 

Nate carefully put all his gear down on the cement patio and then moved his sunglasses on top of the hat on 
his head. He squatted at the large, rectangular pool's edge. "This isn't too bad. | think | can get this all cleaned 
up for you." 

"Great. I'd like to use it and the hot tub as soon as possible." 

"Of course." He stood up and looked at Jerry. "Let's check that out." 


Jerry led him over to the small, circular in-ground hot tub and, again, Nate squatted down to survey the tub. 


"Leave it to me, Mr. Cantrell. I'll get them all cleaned up for you." As he spoke, he turned to look up at Jerry, 
squinting into the sun. 


"Jerry! 
Nate slowly stood, keeping his gaze on Jerry. "Okay Jerry." 

They gazed at one another for a long moment before Jerry finally turned away, toward the house. 
"ll, uh, Ill just get out of your way. I'll leave the door open. Just come and get me if you need me." 


"Sure. Sure, okay.” 


"Okay." Jerry lingered for another second and then forced himself to go inside. He glanced over his shoulder to 
find Nate staring after him as he entered the house. 


Two 


Inside, Jerry went upstairs to his bedroom and found a clean shirt and a pair of jeans to put on. He didn't have 
very much to unpack. After the sale of the Fruitland Drive house, he'd had a lot of his things shipped up to 
the Washington house. He tried not to think about it or go near the windows and let the kid do his job. As he 
entered the kitchen to retrieve a drink from the fridge, however, he caught a glimpse of the boy and froze. 


Nate was waist deep in the pool, shirtless, with the vacuum's hose wrapped around himself. His flip-flops and 


t-shirt sat at the edge of the pool, getting wet, as he hurriedly tried to free himself. 


With a little smirk curling his lips, Jerry picked out a bottle of water from the fridge and an apple from the 
basket on the counter. He stood just outside the door and watched Nate as he took a loud bite of the apple. 
Nate's head snapped up with a look of pure, embarrassed frustration on his face, the tip of his tongue pushed 
between his lips. 


"Having a little trouble there?" 
"Oh! No. No, sir. | got it" 


Jerry chuckled quietly and stood still, continuing to watch the boy struggle. After Nate shot him a sheepish 
glance, Jerry made his way over. He squatted down at the edge of the pool and held the apple in his teeth, 
putting down the bottle of water. Gesturing with his hand, he called Nate over. Jerry touched the boy's 


shoulder, urging him to turn, and slowly lifted the hose over Nate's head. 


Nate turned all the way around and gave Jerry another sheepish grin when he was freed. "Thanks! Usually 
takes me twice as long. Especially when nobody's around to help me." 


"Does that happen often?" 


Nate started to coil the hose up. Looking down at what he was doing, he replied, "Oh, yeah. Once a week, 
probably." 


As he neared the end of the hose, Nate pulled a little too hard, yanking it from the water, toward Jerry, who 
leaned over to avoid it and lost his balance. Jerry fell into the pool, against Nate, sending them both under 
water. Nate's arms flailed in the air, letting go of the hose. Both men struggled to untangle themselves from 
each other. Jerry surfaced first and took a deep breath. He immediately reached both hands back into the 
water and pulled Nate up. 


The boy sputtered out an apology as he wiped the water from his face. "Oh, god! I'm sorry! I'm so sorry!" 


Jerry stood in the shallow water, his wet hair sticking to the sides of his face and his white t-shirt clinging to 
his chest. He reached out and grabbed the half-eaten apple as it started to float away. He wanted to be 


annoyed but he could only shake his head as he turned toward the steps. "Come on out. I'll get you a towel." 


Jerry told the boy as he glanced over his shoulder at Nate. 


Nate had begun to move toward the steps but had to stop and stare when he saw Jerry padding toward the 
door and pulling his wet clothes off. "Oh," He murmured to himself. 


He pulled the t-shirt off and dropped it to the warm patio stones with a wet flop. Then Jerry unbuttoned and 
unzipped his jeans, having to wriggle out of the wet denim until he was left in his wet, white boxer briefs. 
Before he entered the house, Jerry looked back at Nate and caught him staring. With a smirk, Jerry asked, 
"Well, are you coming or not?" 

"Uh," was all Nate could say as he hurried up the steps and across the patio. He stopped in front of Jerry. 
"Take those off. They're dripping." 

The boy stammered, blushing fiercely. "I, |, | can't..." 


"What do you mean you can't? Oh!" Jerry chuckled. "I see. Fine. Stay here. I'll be right back" 


Upstairs, Jerry took off his wet underwear and toweled himself off. He pulled on another pair of jeans, leaving 


them unbuttoned, and found another towel for Nate. 


Nate wrapped the towel around his waist and, as he was pulling off his wet shorts from underneath it, he 


apologized again. "Im really sorry about that! 

"No worries. Do you want to come in? | can put those in the dryer for you" Jerry offered 

"Oh. Yeah, okay. Sure." Nate bent to pick up his shorts 

As he did so, Jerry leaned to the side, hoping to get a glimpse at whatever Nate was hiding under that towel 
Nate clutched the towel in one hand, keeping it tight around himself as he followed Jerry inside. He looked 
around and up at the high ceiling. “This is a great place. | used to drive by and wonder who lived here. | love 


the tall tower thing in the front." 


"Thanks. Me, too." Jerry took another bottle from the fridge. As he held it out to Nate, he continued, “But | 
bought it because of the garage and the pool.” With a grin, he added, "I'd like to entertain friends out there." 


Nate accepted the bottle of water and twisted the cap off. As he took a long drink, he tilted his head back. 
Jerry watched the boy, studying his long neck. As Nate leveled his gaze at Jerry, placing the bottle down on 
the island, the older man gently cleared his throat. 


"l, uh, Ill just put your clothes in the dryer." 


Jerry took the boy's shorts upstairs to the laundry and Nate remained downstairs, wandering and looking 
around. There was a large sectional sofa and a huge TV mounted on the wall between two columns of mostly 


empty shelves. 


Jerry stopped at the landing of the staircase where it turned. “Sorry. | should have asked if you wanted a pair 
of shorts or something.” 


Nate looked up at him with a little smile. "I'm okay like this." He reached out and picked up a guitar pick from 
the shelf. Turning it over in his fingers, he asked, "Did, um, did Mr. Grohl tell you anything about me?" 


Jerry slowly took the last four steps. "No, not really. | asked him who does his pool for him and he told me 


you did. | got your number and gave you a call." 


The boy nodded as he listened. "I'm, uh," He put the pick back down and looked at Jerry, taking a couple steps 


toward him. "I do more than just clean pools." 
Sliding his hands into his pockets, Jerry grinned. "Is that so? Such as?" 


"Well, sir," Nate began as he pulled the towel loose and dropped it to the floor. He reached both hands to 
Jerry's chest. "For Mr. Grohl, | go to bed with him. 


Jerry didn't move. "I see." 

"And | could do that for you, too." 

"You could." 

Nate trailed his hands over Jerry's chest and around his shoulders, fingers tracing his tattoos, as he stepped 
behind the older man. "Is that something you want, Mr. Cantrell?" Nate leaned in close, pressing his chest 
against Jerry's back, and whispered in his ear. 

Jerry turned his head to one side. "That depends." 

"On what, sir?" 

"Am | the top, or are you?" 


"Whatever you li ke" 


"Whatever | like?" Jerry repeated as he turned and brought his hands to Nate's bare shoulders. "I would 
definitely like to top you." He glanced down. "But it would be a shame to let all of that go to waste." 


The boy blushed and giggled. "I have heard about you, you know." 
"Yeah?" Jerry grinned. "What have you heard?" 

"You're big! 

"Ah" 


Nate moved his hands to Jerry's unbuttoned jeans. "It's true, isn't it? | saw you outside when you took off 
your wet jeans.” 


"Maybe." 
"| should find out." 


"Maybe you should." 


Three 


Nate's slate blue eyes locked onto Jerry's ice crystal blues as his lips curled in a little smile and his fingers 
pulled Jerry's zipper down. He slipped down to his knees and tugged Jerry's jeans down, delighted to find that 
the older man decided to forego shorts. With a little hitch in his breath, he flicked his eyes back up to Jerry's 


face. "| knew it." 


The older man ran his fingers through Nate's damp hair, stopping at the back of his head and gently urging 
him forward. "Now that you've proven yourself correct, what are you gonna do about it?" 


Giggling quietly, Nate pushed Jerry's jeans down a little more to sit around his thighs and then wrapped a hand 
around the base of Jerry's cock. He looked up at the other man again as he parted his lips and very slowly 


slipped them over the head, using his tongue to tease. 


"Good. Good boy," Jerry sighed and let his head tilt back He kept his hand on Nate's head, fingers curling to 
grab onto a fistful of the boy's short hair. 


Nate pulled back, however, and made a little noise of annoyance. "I'd prefer it if you watched me, sir." To 


emphasize his point, Nate squeezed his fist around Jerry's dick at the word, ‘sir’. 

Jerry immediately lifted his head and looked down at the boy with amusement. "Who's the boss here, kid?" 
With a grin, Nate replied, "I am .sir." 

His face lit up in a smile and Jerry chuckled softly. "Well, | can't argue with that" 

Their eyes locked again as Nate took Jerry back into his mouth. This time the older man kept his gaze on Nate, 
watching as he moved slowly, taking him inch by inch and pulling back, working into a steady rhythm. Nate 
moved a hand to cup and massage Jerry's balls, causing him to squeeze his eyes closed and groan, shuffling 
his feet apart a little more. 

The boy pulled back at once and gently clucked his tongue at Jerry. 


"You do shit like that and I'm not supposed to close my eyes?" 


Nate giggled as he stood up, earning a pout from Jerry. "Don't worry, I'm just getting started with you," He 
purred as he leaned into the older man's chest and tickled his fingertips under Jerry's chin. 


Jerry caught the boy in his arms, keeping him pinned against him, and seized Nate's mouth in a deep kiss. He 
plunged his tongue past Nate's lips, lapping and twisting with his tongue until Nate pulled away, panting and 


moaning. 


"I told you l'm the boss." 

"Mmm, call me insubordinate." 

Nate playfully struggled to free himself from Jerry's grasp. 

"Where you going, cutie?" Jerry growled and went for the boy's neck, giving him a sharp nibble. 


He struggled a bit more, hissing and squirming. But when his cock rubbed against the denim of Jerry's jeans, 
his hissing melted into soft mewling and he closed his eyes. Nate rubbed himself some more, trying to find 


Jerry's mouth with his own. 


"Hey," Jerry whispered. "ld prefer it if you watched me." He smirked and rolled his hips, sliding himself against 
Nate. It wasn't that Jerry minded the kid thinking he was going to top Jerry from the bottom. In fact, he 
rather enjoyed a bossy bottom. It was just that Jerry needed to point out that Nate was a little out of his 
element. That shit might work on Grohl, but Nate was going to have to try a lot harder with Jerry. 


"Want to go upstairs?" 
Nate nodded. "Yeah. Need you to fuck me" 

Moving one hand down to Nate's ass, Jerry squeezed hard. "Is that an order, boss?" 
Ah, God! Yes!" 


If Jerry had let go of him now, Nate would sink to the floor. The boy had gone from struggling to free himself 
to clinging to Jerry with just a simple little move. He quietly clucked his tongue. "I thought you were the boss. | 


thought you were seducing me." 


With a deep breath, Nate steeled himself and pushed away from Jerry. His face was flushed, but he managed 
to give Jerry a glare and then turned to start up the staircase. Jerry watched the boy's ass sway from side 
to side, which he was sure Nate was doing on purpose. He pulled his jeans back up and left them open and then 
started up the steps as well. He gave the boy time enough to find his bedroom and when he entered, he was 


not disappointed. 


Nate had regained his composure and was stretched across Jerry's bed with his head propped up on one 


elbow. He gave the older man a beckoning curl of his finger. "You're on the clock, Mr. Cantrell." 


"Oh?" Jerry chuckled. "You're about to be on the cock." 


